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So blunt was never a begging friar,

No Jesuit's tongue so barbed with fire5

Cameronian never, nor Methodist,

"Wrung gall out of Scripture with such a twist.

And would you know who his hearers must be ?
I tell you just what my guide told me :
Excellent teaching men have, day and night,
From two earnest friars, a black and a white.
The Dominican Death and the Carmelite Life 5
And between these two there is never strife,
For each has his separate office and station,
And each his own work in the congregation;
Whoso to the white brother deafens his ears,
And cannot be wrought on by blessings or tears,
Awake in his coffin must wait and wait,
In that  blackness   of darkness  that means  too

late,

And come once a year, when the ghost-bell tolls,
As till Doomsday it shall on the eve of All-Souls,
To hear Doctor. Death, whose words smart with the

brine
Of the Preacher, the tenth verse of chapter nine.

AECADIA REDIVIVA

I, WALKING the familiar street,

While a crammed horse-car jingled through it,
Was lifted from my prosy feet

And in Arcadia ere I knew it.